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Hear the facetious fidd 
Dut Hou 2 


1 Oh Mr. ADDISON. 


on . age, 
Tbat rant by no e, dud thro" the 2 275 


E ſongs and airs expreſs their martial fire, 
Combat in trills, and in a 16 expire; 

M pile, lull'd by ſound, ang undifturb'd by <ETY 
Calm and ſerent you indolenti # „ 


And from tbe dull 7 of thinking free, 
es repartee : 
un authors muſt T efake the elty  ' : =o 
And Shakeſpeare to the ſoft Scarlatti yield. : 
To your new taſte rs gg of this day 
Was by a friend adwis'd to form bis fs : 
Had Halen, muſically coy, 


. Shunn'd Pbædra s arms, TN ſeorn'd the preffer d joy, 


It bad not mov d your wonder to have ſeen 
An eunuch fly from an enamour d queen: 


How would it pleaſe, ſhould ſhe in rink iſb ſpent, 


And could Hippolitus reply in Greek 
= be, a ſtranger to your mudiſh way 
„ 4 gra old rules muſt fland or fall * 3 
bopes you will your foreign taſte command, 


7 Bear, for ance, Gar you underſtand. 


« & 
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T ADIES, to-night your PN Kimpl * 
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For gne, who ner troubled Jou befo Os 
An Oxford 485 N de BF, Ty cen 


Who from Eu—ripides makes Pbædra ſpeak 
And comes to town to let us moderns know 
How women lou d two thouſand years ago. 
tf that be all, ſaid I, een burn your play, 
Egad, we know all that as well as they: 
Shew us the youthful handſome charioteer, 
Firm in bis ſeat, and running his career; ; 
Our ſouls would kindle with as gen'rous flames 
As e er inſpir'd the ancient Grecian dames : 
Evy Iſmena would reſign her breaſt, 
And cry dear, Hippolitus be,bleſt. 
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Ate e en as good as any two of theirs; \ 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot; Fobn can drive. 
Now of the buſtle you bave ſeen ta- day, 
And Pbædra's morals in this ſcholar's play; 
Something, at laſt, in juſtice, ſhould be ſaid, -. 
But this Hiopolitus io fills one's beag= he og . 
Well! Phaedra liv'd as cbaſtely as ſhe cou'd, - | 
For foe was father Fove's own fleſh and bloody 
Her aukward love, indeed, was oddly fated, | 
She and her Poly were too near related; 
And yet that ſcruple had been laid afide, 
F boueft Theſeus bad but fairly dy'd: 
Hut when be came, what needed bs i Ru¹ο,e, 
But that all matters flood in ſtatu quo: EX 
There was no harm, you ſee ; or grant there vereg 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
*Twvas in a buſband little leſs than rude, 
Upon his wife's retirement to intrude : 
He ſhould bawe ſent a night or tæuo before, .N 
That he would come xa at foe an hour; 92 
Then he bad turn d all tragedy to jeſt, | : 101 
Found eu ry thing contribute to his reſt; 
The piguet friend diſmiſs'd, the coaſt all clear, 
And ſpouſe alone, impatient for ber dear, 
But if theſe gay reflections come tos late 
To keep the guilty Phedra from ber fate, 
If your more ſerious judgment muſt condemn 
The dire effecis of her unhappy flame; 
Yet, ye chaſte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care; 
My ſpotleſs flames to your protection take, 
Ard ſpare poor Phadra for Iſmena's ſake. 
In . 
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"MEWS Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


ee N King of Crete. 

HI Oo ITus, his Son, in love with Iſmena. 
Ly cox, Minifter of State. 

3 Captain of the Guards. 


% V O N E Ne 


litus. 0 


I politus. 
. . Guards, Attendants. 


PazDRA, TFheſeus' 8 Queen, in love with Rippe 


Is xx NA, a Captive Princeſs, in "lou with Hip- 


Nor know his fate? 


| Reward his valour, yet reject his love ? 


Why did the wed'old Theſzus? while his ſon, 


"LET x "SCENE HE 
Enter Cratander and Lycon. 


a Hils ſtrange, Cratander, that the oy bp 
* Phedra. 3 2 


Should ſtill continue reſolute in grief 5 


And obſtinately wretched : | MB 

That one ſo gay, ſo beautiful and young: 6 

Of godlike virtue and imperial power, 

Should fly inviting joys, and court deſtruction 955 
Crat. Is there not cauſe, When lately join'd in. 1 

marriage, "oY 
To have the king, her huſband, call'd to war? 
Then for three tedious. moons to mourn bis abience 


Lyc. The king may cauſe ker "TW 

But not by abſence: oft I've ſeen him hang | 

With greedy eyes, and languiſh o'er her beauties, 7 85 

She from his wide, deceiv'd;. deſiring arms, 

Flew taſteleſs, loathing; hilft dejectec 1 Belus 

With mournful loving eyes purſu'd her W he = 

And dropt a ſilent tear. _ 
Crat. Ha! this is hatred, | by 


This is averſion, horror, deteftatiop 


Why did the queen, who might have cull'd mankind, ; 
Why did ſhe give her perſon and her throne f 
To one the loath' d? 
Lyc. Perhaps. ſhe thought it juſt 
That he ſhould wear the crown his valour ſav'd. 
Crat. Could ſhe not glut his hopes with wealth. 
and honour, 


Why, when a. happy mother, queen and. widows, 


The brave. Hippolitus, with equal youth, 
And 5 beauty, —_ have fill'd her arm. 
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6 Phedra and Hippalitus. 
Lyc. Hippolitus, (in diſtant Seythia born, 

The warlike Amafon, Camilla's ſon )) 

Till. our queen's marriage, was unknown to Crete; 

Apd ſyre the gueep could wiſh him ſtill unknown: 

CT AAR him, flies his hated preſence, * 
And fhrinks and trembles at his very name. ; 

Crat, Well may ſhe hate the prince ſhe needs 
. muſt fear; „ | 
He may diſpute the crown with Phædra's fon. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful, and belov'd; _ 
His courage charms the men, his form the women 
His very ſports are war. LS | 
Lyc. Oh! he's all hero, ſcorns th' inglorious eaſe 
Of lazy Crete, delights to ſhine in arms, | 
To wield the ſword, and launch the pointed ſpears - MF / 
Io tame the gen'rous horſe, that nobly wild * J 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion = - 
Now the queen's fick, there's danger in his cou 

He muſt he watch'd. Trage 

Be ready with your guards. —I fear Hippolitus. 
| | I Exit Crats 
Fear him! for what? poor, ſilly, virtuous wretch! 

Affecting glory, and contemning power: 

Warm without pride, without ambition brave; 

A ſenſeleſs hero, fit to be a tool a 
To thoſe whoſe godlike ſouls are turn'd for empire, 
An open, honeſt fool, that loves and hates, | 
And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers, . | 
He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 1 
Where he might have a ſlave. I hate him too, 

But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate hin® _ 
Let the queen live or die, the prince muſt fall. 


* Enter Iſmena. 


What, ſtilh attending on the queen, Iſmena? 
O charming virgin! O exalted virtue! 
Can ſtill your goodneſs conquer all your wrongs ? © 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 
Was not your royal father, Pallas, ſlain? : 
And all his wretched race, by conqu'ring Theſeus > 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort Phadra ? 
And fill repay ſuch cruelty with love? © 
Iſm. Let them bp cruel that delight in miſgyef : 
I'm of a ſofter mould; poor Phædra's ſorrows 
Pierce thro' my yielding heart, and wound my foul. 1 
Lyc. Now thrice the riſing fun has chear'd the | 
Pte pd ett” 
| Since the renew'd her ſtrength with due refreſnment; 
Thrice has the night brought eaſe to man, to beaſt, 
Since wretched Phædra clos'd her ſtreaming eyes. 


— 


| Phedra Sad Hippolitits.. 


Tim: But now her grief has wrought her into 
The images her troubled fancy forms f phrenzy z 


Are incoherent, wild; her words disjointed: 


Sometimes ſhe raves for muſick, light, and air; 


(Nor air, nor light, nor muſick, calm her pains 3) 


Then with extatic ſtrength ſhe torifics aloft, 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. | 
Lyc. Then life is on the wing; then moſt the ſinks 


When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiting water, 


That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim; ev'n then moſt SE 
When moſt it ſwells. 
Iſm. My lord, now try your art; - 
Her wild diforder may diſcloſe the ſecret 
Her cooler ſenfe conceal'd : 
But Phædra comes; ye gods, how pale, how weak! 
Enter Phædra and Attendants. | 
Phd. Stay, virgins, ſtay ; Fll reſt my weary ſteps : 
My ftrength forſakes me, and my dazzled eyes 


Ache with the flaſhing light; my looſen'd knees 


Sink under their dull weight. * me, Lycon. 
Alas! I faint. 
Lyc. Afford her eafe, kind Heav'n! 
Pþed. Why blaze theſe je wels round my wretched 
| head ? 
Take, ſnatch em hence. Alas! you all conſpire 
To heap.new ſorrows on my tortur'd ſoul : 
All, all conſpire to make your queen unhappy, _ 
Lady. This you requir'd, and to the pleaſing taſk 
Call'd your officious maids, and urg'd their art; 
Vou bid 'em lead you from yon hideous darkneſs. 
To the glad chearing day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you ſought. 
Phed. O, my Lycon! 
Oh! how I long to lay my weary head 


On tender flow'ry beds and ſpringing graſs ! 
To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ſpreading ſhades 


Of venerable oaks, to flake my thirſt 


With the cool neQar of refreſhing ſprings! 


Lyc. I'll foothe her phrenzy. Come, Phædra, 
let's away; | 


Let's to the woods and lawns, and Iimpid ſtreams. 


Phed. Come, let's s away; and, thou moſt bright 
Diana, 

Goddeſs of woods, immortal, bite Diana, 
Place me, O place me in the duſty ring, 
Where youthful charioteers contend for glory 
See how they mount, and hake the Mon reins! 
See from the goal the fiery courſers boung'!' 
Now Ty: 9 Pari up the e wt" 


p + 


Phædra and Hippolitus. 
Naw ſweep, along its top, now neizh along the vale! 
How the car rattles, how its kindling, wheels 


Smoak in the whirl ! the circling fand aſcends,” 
And in the noble duſt the chariot's loſt !_ 


Lyc. What, Madam! { 


Phed. Ah, my Lycon ! ah, what ſaid I? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy ? 
My languid eyes are wet with ſudden tears, 
And on my cheeks unbidden bluſhes glow. 


| Lyc. Then bluſh; but bluſh for your deſtruQtive 


| filence, 
That tears your ſoul, and weighs you doven to death. 
Oh! ſhould you die, (ye pow'rs forbid her death) 
Who, then, would ſhield from wrongs. your helpleſs 
orphan? 
He, then, might wander, Phædra- s ſon might wan- 
A naked ſuppliant thro' the world for aid; der, 
While proud Hippolitus 
Phad. O heavens! 
Lyc. Ha! Phædra, are you touch'd at this? 
Phed. Unhappy wretch! what name Was that 
you ſpoke ? 
Lyc. And does his name provoke your JEM re- 
ſentments? 


Then let it raiſe your fear, as well as wrath : 


Think how. you wrong'd him, to his facher wrong d. 
him; 3 


Think how you drove him hence, a wand'ring exile, 


To aiſtant chmes; then think what certain vengeance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. 
For his ſake, then, renew your drooping ſpirits; 
Feed with neu oil the waſting lamp of life, | 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now expiring :: 
Mate haſte, preſerve your life, 

Phaed. Alas! too long, 


Too iong have I preſerv'd that guilty life. 


Lyc. Guilty! what guilt? Has blood, has horrid. 


Imbru'd your hands? [murdes 


PLad. Alas! my hands are guiltleſs, 
But oh | my heart's defil'd. 
I've ſaid too much; forbear the reſt, my Lycon, 
And let me die, to 79 75 the black e e 


Lyc. Die, then, but not alone; old faithful Lycon, | 


Shall be a victim to. your cruel ſilence. 
Will you not tell? G lovely, wretched queen! 


By all the love, and faith, and zeal Ive ſhew'd you, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden forrows, 


And teach your Lycon bow to bring you comfort, 
Pbæd. O, Ariadne! O, unhappy ſiſter | 


Lyc. Ceaſe to record ot iter” 8 iel and Thames, 


** 


w—_- 


That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes, 
Of one who knows my black deteſted crimes, 


; Tha 152 Hippolitus, Wy 
Phd. And fince the cruel god of love requires Rs 
I fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all, 


Lyc. Do 82 then love? ö | | 
Phed. Alas! I groan beneath f 5 


The pain, the guilt, the ſhame of i impious love. 


Lyc. Forbid it, Heaven! | 
' Phezd. Do not upbraid me, Lycon : ; | 
I love——Alas! 1 ſhudder at the name; 2 
My blood runs back ward, and my fault'ring tongue - 
Sticks at the ſound—1 love,—O righteous Heav'n! 
Why was I born with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, Fay 
So great abhorrence of the ſmalleſt crime,' 
And yet a flave to ſuch impetuous guilt? 
Rain on me, gods, yoyr plagues, your ſharpeſt tor- 
Afflict my ſoul with any thing but guilt, | [tures, 
And yet that guilt is mine. P11 think no more; 


'T'll to the woods among the happier brutes. *' 85 


Come, let's away; hark, the ſhrill horn reſounds, 
The Jolly huntſmen's cries rend the wide, heav'ns. 
Come, o'er the-hills purſue the bounding ſtag; 
Come, chaſe the lion and the foamy boar; 
Come, rouſe. up all the monſters of the wood; 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 
_ Lyc. Hippolitus ! 

Pbæd. Who's he that names Hippolitus | ? 
Ah! I'm betray'd, and all my guilt diſcover'd. EY 
- Lyc. Think fill the ſecret in your 9 breaſt; ee 
For by the awful majeſty of Jove, | 9 9 
By the all- ſeeing ſun, by righteous Minos, 8 
By all your kindred gods we ſwear, O Phedra, | 8 
Safe as our lives we'll keep the fatal fecret. | 

Phad. Keep it from whom ? "why it's already | ' 

known, . 

The tale, the whiſper of the babbling alan: 
Oh! can you keep it from yourſelves, unknow = 
Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in guilt, | 


Of one who knows that Phedra loves her rl . 3 
Lyc. Unhappy queen! auguſt, unhappy race! | 

Oh! why did Theſeus touch this fatal ſhore ? 

Why did he ſave us from Nicander's arms, 

To bring worſe ruin on us by his love? - 5 5 
Phed. His love indeed; for that unhappy 1 

In which the priefts join'd Theſeus' hand to mine, 

Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 

Gods !' how I ſhook ! what boiling heat inflam'd 

My panting breaft ! how from the touch of Theſeus 


My flack hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, 


Prieſts, _ victims, ram before my ae « 


B 9 >” 


* 
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20 Phedra and Hippolitus. 


Fo 


10 


The god of love, e en the whole god, poſſeſt me. 
Luyc. At once, at firſt poſſeſt you! | 

. Phad. Yes, at firſt. > "og 
That fatal ev'ning we purſu'd the chace, 
When from behind the wood, with ruſtling ſound, 
A monſtrous boar ruſht forth: at me he made, 
Whetting his tuſks, and churning hideous foam; 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me: 
Collecting all himſelf, and rifing to the blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear ; the well-aim'd 

zav'lin,. 
Pierc' d his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart; 
The monſter fell. But then Hippolitus |! | 
Gods! how he mov'd and Jook'd when he ap- 
proach'd me! 
O godlike form! O extaſy and tranſport! 2p 
My breath grew ſhort, my beating heart ſprung up- 
ward, 

And leap'd and bounded in my heaving boſom. 
Alas! I'm pleas'd; the horrid ſtory charms me 
No more—That night with fear and love I ficken'd. 
Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming viſits ; 
Then would he talk with ſuch an. heav 'nly grace, 
Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, 
That J could wiſh to be ſo ſick for ever. 
My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirſty ſoul, 
Drank gorging-in the dear delicious rale, 
Till I was loft, quite loſt in impious love. 

Eye. Did you cer try | 
To gain his love ? 

Phed. No; did his * "leſs paſſion equal mine, 
1 would refuſe the bliſs I "moſt ac ſir d 
Conſult my fame, and ſacrifice my life. 
Yes, I would die, heaven knows, this very moment, 


Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband Theſeus. 


Lyc. Perhaps that lord, that huſband is no more; 
He went from Crete in haſte, his army thin, 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Moloflians ; 
Yet tho?” he lives, while ebbing life enn 
Tbink on your ſon. 

Pbæd. Alas! that ſhocks me. 
O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch ._ » 


A haſty farewel, à laſt dying kiſs. 


Yet Ray 3 3 his fight will melt my juſt reſolves ; 
But oh! I beg with my laſt ſallying- breath, 
Cheriſh my babe. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Madam, I grieve to tell you 

What you muſt know: your royal huſband's dead. 
Pad. Dead! O ye pow rs! 


LS ends ea] 


{Wy 


— 


F Sod Hippolnis, Fi 7 * 


L.yc. O fortunate event! 
Then earth- born Lycon may aſcend the 980 
Leave to his happy ſon he, crown = 10 | 
And be ador'd like him. LAAlde. 
Say how he died. ED 
Meß. Hedy'd as Theſeus EY | 
In battle dy'd: Philotas, now priſoner, 
That ruſhing on fought next his royal perſon, 
That ſaw his thund'ring arm beat . down, 
Saw the great rival of Alcides fall. 
Theſe eyes beheld his well-known feed, beheld 
A proud barbarian glitt'ring in his arms, | 
Encumber'd with the ſpoit. 8 Exit. 
Phed. Is he then dead? 
Is my much · injur'd lord, my Theſeus Jead ? 2 
And don't I ſhed; one tear upon his urn ? 
What ! not a ſigh, a groan, a ſoft complaint | 
Ah ! theſe are tributes due from pious brides, 
From a chaſte matron, and a virtuous wife: 
But ſavage love, the tyrant of my heart, 
Claims all my forrows, and uſurps my grief. 
Type. Diſmiſs that grief, and give a looſe to joy 2 
He's dead, the bar of all your bliſs is dead; 
Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Theſeus, 
And take the youthful hero to your arms. 
Phed. But ſhould the youth refuſe my proffer a 
love! 
O ſhould he throw me from his loathing arms! 
I fear the trial; for I know Hippolitus | 
Fierce in the right, and obſtinately good: 
1 dare not yet reſolve; T'll try to live, [54s 
And to the awful gods I'll leave the reſt. . 
Lyc. Madam, your fignet, that your flave may 
order 
What's moſt expedient for your royal ſervice. . 
Phed. Take it, and with it take- che fate of 
Phedra, | 
And thou, O Venus! aid a ſuppliant queen, 
Fhat owns * . and adores thy pow'r 2 
[Exit Pheds & Co 


Lycon, el. . ON 


If ſhe propoſes love; why then as ſurly | 
His - haughty ſoul refuſes it with ſcorn 
Say I confine him If ſhe dies, he's ſafe; 

And if ſhe lives, I'll work her raging mint. 
A woman ſcorn'd, with eaſe III work to vengeance g: 
With humble, wiſe, obſequious fawning arts 57 
I'll rule the whirl and tranſport of hex ſoul ; 


That when her nenen e EK 


" ©. we 44 
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""Photre Al; Hine r, 


5 barks glide Nowly thro”. the lazy main, « 
The baffled pilots turn the helms in vain; 
When driv'n by winds they cut the-foamy way, 
The rudders govern, and the, 2 AE: [Exits 


A 1 7 TT 11. 
Enter Phedra and Lycone [Ent Meſſenger.” 


Meg. 8 ADAM, the prince Hipp litus attends. 
EEK Phed. Admit. bim. 1. — where, 


Phædra's now thy ſoul ! 1 4 
What—ſhall I ſpeak? And ſhall. my. guilty tongue 
Let this inſulting victor know his, powW'r ? 
Or ſhall I ſtill confine within thy breaſt . 
My reſtleſs paſſions and devouring flame: 
But ſee, he comes, the lovely tyrant comes. 
He ruſhes on me like a blaze of light; 
I cannot bear the tranſport. of his preſence, 
But fink, oppreſs' d with woe. | 
Enter Hippolitus. 
Hip. Immortal gods! 
What have I done to raiſe ſach range ablicrrence "4 
What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill her with my fight ? 
Lyc. Alas! another grief devours her foul, 
And only your aſſiſtance can relieve her. 


” mm 


Hip. Ha ! make it known, that I may fly and 


aid her. 
Lyc. But promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep i it ſecret. 
Hip. Promiſe! I ſwear, on this good- ſword I 
ſwear, © 


This ſword, which firſt gain'd- youthful Theſeus 


*._ honour! 
Which oft has puniſh'd perjury and falſhood 3 
By thund'ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 


No racks, no ſhame, ſhall ever force it from me. 


» Phed. Hippolitus ! | 
Hip. Ves, tis that wretch, who begs you ta 
diſmiſs 


That hated object from your eyes for ever: 


Begs leave to march againſt the foes of Theseus, * 
And to revenge or ſhare his father s fate. | | 
Phed. O'Hippolitus ! 


Jown I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly. wrong d your: 
Drove you from court, from Cretoy: and from your 


father: 


The <ourts all | Crete, vera their ſuffering ber, 


« » 
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F ee Hippolinas.” '3 Fi 
Aa (the ſad occaſion) moſt of all, . * 
Vet, could you know relenting Phadra's foutt * | 

Oh ! could you think with what reltctant gie CS 
I wrong'd the hero whom I wiſk'd to cheriſh } 
Ohl you'd confeſs. me wretched, not unkind ; 
And own thoſe ills did moſt — your PItYs 
Which moſt procur d your hate. 
- Hip. My hate to Phædta! 
Ha! cou'd Fhate the royal ſpouſe-of Theſe, 
My queen, my mother ? 
Pbæd. Why your queen and mother? 
More humble ties would ſuit my loſt condition, | 
Alas !. the iron hand of death is on me, 
And I have only time t* implore your pardon. 
| / Ah! would my lord forget injufious Phedra, 
And with compaſſion view her helpleſs orphan ? 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, 5 
Defend his youth from all encroaching fogss! | 
Hip. ny Tu defend him ! 4 with my life defend 
im! 
Heav'n dart your judgndent on this Faithleſs heads 
If I don't pay him all a ſlave's obedience, | 5% » 
And all a father's love. | 
 Phed. A father's love HEL, 
; Oh, doubtful ſounds ! oh, vain Jeceitfol hop es! 
My grief's much eas'd by this trinſernding 
' goodneſs, 
And Theſeus? death fits lighter on my ſoul. - 
Death! he's not dead: be lives, he breathes, he 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my eyes; [ſpeaks ; * 
J ſee him, ſpeak to him My heart! T rave, 
* all my folly's known. - „ 
| =_ Oh, ods folly ! | 
See, Theſeus, ſee how much your Phedra lov'd you. 
Phed. Love him, indeed ! doat, lantzuiſh, die 
for him. 
Forſake my food, my en, all j Joys for Thefeus ; 
Byt Theſeus, as he was when mantling blood 
2 in his lovely cheeks ; when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the fon 3 3 
When Theſeus was Hippolitus. 
. Hip. Ha! amazement firikes me! 4 
1 Where will this end? . e 
T yc. Is't difficult to gueſs ? 
Does not her flying paleneſs, -her trembling limb, 
Her wiſhing looks, her ſpeech, her preſent filence, |, 
All, all ꝓroclaim imperial Phædra loves you? ha, 
on gy agg do 1 one's ? 1 doee * eee 
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No thunder bellow, when ſuck monſtrous crimes 
Are own'dz avow'd, confeſt? All-ſeeing ſun! 
Hide, hide in ſhameful night / thy beamy head, 
And ceaſe to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas ! I ſhare th' amazing. guilt; theſe eyes, 
That firſt inſpir'd the black inceſtudus flame, 
"Theſe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder. 
Phæd, Alas; my lord! believe me not ſo vile. 
No; for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 
Wen now I ſee are doom'd 2 ming 
I ſtill deny'd my lord, my huſband - er 
The chaſte, the. modeft joys. of ſpetle e: 3 
That droye him hence to war, te ſtonmy ſeas, | N 
To rocks and waves, leſs cruel than his: Phazdra. \ 
Hip. If that drove Theſeus hence, then that 
kild: Theſeus, 
And cruel Phædra kill'd her huſbend The ſeus. | 
Pbæd. Foibear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe 
my vengeance; 
Provoks me not; nor tempt my Welling rage 
With black reproaches, ſcorn, and provocation, | 
To dd a deed my reaſon would abhor. x 
Long has the ſecret ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
Long has it rack*d and rent my tortur'd boſom z 
But now tis out. Shame, rage, confuſion tear, 
nd drive me on to act unheard- of cximes ; 3 
To murder thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 1 
As when convulſions cleave the lab'ring earth, | 1 
A the diſmal yawn appgars, the ground . 
rembles and heaves, the nodding houfes craſh; 1 
He's ſafe, who from.the dreadful warning Ka, | a 
But he that ſees its opening boſom dies. [Ec 1 
Hip. Then let me take the warning and retire; = 
T'd.rather truſt; the rough Ionian n N 0 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 
Lyc. Alas, my lord! 7 
You muſt not leave the queen te ber deſpatrs- : 
Hip. Muſt not ! from thee? from that vile ups 
| ſtart, Lycon ! 
. Lye. Yes; ur that Lean who deerves his 
greatneſs 8 8 
From Phædra's race, and now would en ber life. | f 
Then, Sir, forbear ; view here this royal fignet, "4 
And in her faithful flave obey the queen; / 
Enter Guards, and Cratander. 
| Guards, watch the prince; but at that awful diftance, - 
Wich that reſpect, it may not meme 
But only meant for honour. 
Hip. So, confinement is 
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The- honour Crete beſtows on Theſeus 's ſon! \ 50 . 
Am I confin'd'? and isꝰt ſo ſoon forgot, 4 8 Pos 
When fierce Procruſtes arms 0'er-ran you ldingisth? - 
When your ſtreets echo'diwith the artbict orphans, 
Your ſhrieking maids cluyy round the hallow' d 
ſhrines 3 _ ils) e Ide 

When all your palaces and lofty towers 5 i 
Smoak'd on the earth, when the red ſky around 
Glow'd with your cities flames (a dreadful luſtre!) 
Then, then my father flew to your -affiſtence;  - 5 a 
Then Theſeus ſav'd your lives, eſtates, and honours: | 
And do you thus reward the hero's toit? 
And do you now conſine the here's ſon Pi? £75 | 

Lye. Take not an eaſy ſhort corinement e m. { | 1 
Which your own ſafety and the queen's requires; | f 
Nor harbour fear of one that joys co ferve you. ö 
Hip. Ob, I diſdain thee, traitor, but not fear the; | | 
Nor will 1 hear' of ervices from Lycon. © „ 
Thy very looks are lies, eternal falſhded | 
Smiles in thy-looks, and flatrers in thy 971 9 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my run, | | 
In ev'ry cringing bow'and.fawniing 'fmile.- © EE 
Why elſe d'ye whiſper out your dark Cofpicly 120 1 | 
W by with malignant enl ogies increaſe 
The people's fears, and praiſe me to iy iy 
Why, thro''theitroubled s of fighted On 


* 


Do bucklers, helms, and poliſh'd A0 Mite?” © © a 
Why ſounds' the dreadful din of inſtants War FT e 
Whilſt ſtäll che foe's unknown? . „ 


Tyc. Then quivthy arts; | 

Put off the ſtateſman, andreſume thejutye. [Ape 

Thou, Proteus, ſhift thy various forms no mors, 

But boldly own the 8⁰4.— That foe's dos 
nr. [To "oF 

The queen's dilletle, and is bag wk, 

Diſturb all Crete, and give a looſe to war. 

Hip. er ST: Gates ke Tpeak thus to a nionareh's 


And muſt this eaeh=bors fave eominend in crete? EA, 
Was it for this my'igodlife father fought? _ . 
Did Theſeus bled for Lycon ? O ye Cretans, . 
See there your king, the ſucteſſor of of Minos, | 
And heir of Jove. wag 
Lyc. You may as well'provoke + 1 
That Jove yu worſhipy as this ſlave you beo. 
Go ſeize Almæon, Nicias, and all 5 
The black abettors of this f impious treaſoon. : 
/ "FExjr*®") | 
Naw « 9 thy head 0. . —_— 
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16 Phedra and Hippolitus. 
For kw, on me depends thy inſtant doom. 


Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy havghry foul 
| 4 if thou think'R of life, obey 


ueen. 
Hip. Then free from fear or ile TH wait my 
; doom. 
"Whate' er's my fault, no ſtain ſhall blot my glory. 
Fl guard my honour, you diſpoſe my life. 
Lye. Be it fo. Cratander, follow me. 
[ Ex. Lyc. and Cratan. 
Hip, Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's 
| near; 
The-timorous hounds that hunt the/generous tion 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit; 
But when' be ſtruggles in th entangiing tolle, 
Inſult the dying prey. 
Enter iſmena and Lady. 
O, Iſmena, is it then giv*n me to behold thy beauties? ! 
To preſs, to ftrain thee to my beating heart, 
And grow thus to my love! What's berty to this? 
What's fame or greatneſs ? or ons woke em, 
And in the dear confinement . 
Encloſe me thus for ever. 
Fm. O, Hippolitus ! | 
on; J could ever dwell in this adde dent! 
Nor with for aught while T behold my lord: 
But yet that wiſh, that only wiſh is vain, 
8 l hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 

Drive from your godlike ſoul a wretched maid: 
Take to your arms, (aſſiſt me, heavn ! to ſpeak ir 
Take to your arms imperial Phadra, | 
And think of me no more. 

Hip. Not think of thee ?. 

What part, for ever part? unkind Umens E - 
Oh, can you think that death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 
Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phzdra, 
Say, couldſt thou bear it? could thy tender o 
Endure the torment of deſpairing love, 
And ſee me ſettled in a rival's arms? 

Iſm. Think not of me ; Perhaps my equal mind 
May fearn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Vet would you hear me: 

You yet might live, nor leave the poor Iſntena. | 

Hip. Speak: if I can, I'm ready to on 

Im. Give the queen hopes. 

Hip. No more my ſoul diſdains it. 

No; ſhould I try, my haughty ſoul would well, 
| Sharpeg each word, and threaten ip my eyes. 
. thould I a to C108 to e les en AY 
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at Would you. have == 
/ Iſm. Say what re chance, * * 1 


mY him, oh v9) Wes! 


Say, ſhould he we 1 


To part with all my blifs t to. fave my, lover 5 


On, tis in death alone I can haye comfort,” % 3 
: Enter I con. EY N 


* 


Deſerye he ruin, 0 ene to Mas.” 5 


2 


Iſm. O 1 can't bear this cold contempt df el, 
This rigid virtae, that prefers your 1500 . 


we % 
b 18 


To liberty or life. ©, cruel] man 
Then, ere tis night, I ſwear by all the 20 . Ks 
This ſteel mall £nd,m fears and life tog the. 

ib. Ve powers! what means my loye? 8 
Tim. She means to Jead vou in the road of ide . 
Sh means to die VO; orte the can't preſeryg. 8 "I 
Lan when. you ſee x me pale upon bf bart Is 45 1 

his once - Joy d form grown. in d . | 
Sure your 17 05 1 5 nyt 'f you 4 wi 

Ig a, 5 any 4 10 to 21 a your. + 

Give op m „kame, 298 All my e hono 
1 yield, Iſmena. We 
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ſpires; 5 251 07.06 
Say that you love. her, that. 8 ſoya 
Say that you'll wel, . Kay che 


Say to preſetve your lifes, Jay. a 


ha 
Ae 


Ob! if the pious fig 1 75 
Aim a 109 1 85 MS 
Puniſh mena 

Lady. But. | LEES Ir, * | x: 


K ES 


Time. Should he wed the 10 
Oh I'd remember that t 


ob N 94 


And die well pleas'd. A ax 402 ($3. Wt bes © 5 42. : 


o 


Lady. Die! doe 9 Iſmena, then, retolye eg N 


In. Can I then, ve? Can, 55 who, loy'd as aged 


Oh! can T drag. a wretched life. withqu it. n : ; 
And ſee another. revel in his arms? 


Lyc. What a reverſe i is this! perfidjous boy 1 
Is this thy truth? is this thy boaſted. honour? 
Then, all are rogues alike : I never thought is 


But. one man honeſt, and that one geceives me. © 


Mes Ad 
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1ſm. Now, my lord, is the queen erb s rage abated. ? 
How is the prince di ſpos d? „ 

Lyc. Happtly, Me l 
Ares chang'd to love and harmony, my fair... 7 4 
Nau Phædra s rage is chang'd te hott 8 
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N She doats, the dies; and few, but tedious bays 
* With endlefs joys will crown the happy Pait. es 
Iſm. Does he, then, wed the 658 e ee 
Lyc. At leaſt I think ſo. 
I, whien the prince approach 4, not für r retir re, 5 
Pale with my doubts + he fpoke; th attentive duces / 
- Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes | 
Sparkled with gentler fires ; he, bluſhing, bow'd "9p 
She, trembling, loſt in love, with ſoft confuſion 
i= ; Receiv'd his paſſion, and return 4 her own. = 5 
1 Then, ſmiling, turn'd to me, and bad me order 
f The pompous rites of her enſuing nuptials, | 
Which I muſt now urſue.” Farewel, Iſmens. LE. \ 
In. Then I'll retire, and not ifturb their joys. , | 
| 14%. Stay, and learn more. . 4 
/ . "Them. Ak! wherefore ſhould 1 ſta ?: | . 
; What! ſhall I Nay to rave, t' upbraid, to hold } him? I * 
To fnatc the ſtruggling charmer from her arm? 
For could you think that open gen'rous youth _ 
Could with feign'd love deceive a jealous woman? 
Ak, no, he loves, he doats on Phædra's charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, | 
| Mow graſps her hands, and how he looks, and vows. 
x | - The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor Ifmenae ; 
20 He comes; be til}, my heart; the tyrant comes, | 
Charming, tho” falſe, and lovely in bis is guilt. „„ 1 
- Enter Hippolitus. 19 
1 Hip. Why hangs that cloudy forrow on your | 
| | 1 brow 'F K;” , | 
= Why do you ſigh? why flow your ſwelling eyes! . 
44 FRO eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus ! © 
oZ Iſm. My lord, my foul is charm'd with your fuc- 
| You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, I geſs. 
For your deat life ; and fince my death alone 
Can make you ſafe, that ſoon ſhall make you Rake 
Hip. Your death! Hear me, Ifmena, 
Iſm. No, I dare not hear you. 08 
; But tho” you've. been thus cruelly nikind, | 
. Tho' you have left me for the royal Phædra, | 
Vet ftitt my ſoul o'er-runs with fondneſs tow'rds 
"I Vet ſtill Tdiewith joy to ſave Hippolitus, © you; 5. 
=_ Hip. Die xo fave me} could I outlive Iſmena ? 
1 Iſn. 3 outſive her in your Forde » 
_ Ha arms a 
„ And may you there find ev'ry blooming pleaſure : 3 
= Oz, may the gods ſhow bleſſings on thy head! 
_: May'R thou be bleſt with lovely Phzdra's charms. 
= Aud for thy eaſe forget the loſt Ifmena!. | 
=S - | the. Wmena, flay! ! : 
= | bry, . 88 1 9 3 0 . thi i inferns} powers 2 
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Phedra and Hippolitus.. 19 

Pl not furvive the minute you depart, |. 4 

fn. What would you ſay? Ah! don t deceive. | 

my weakneſs. 

Hip. Deceive thee ! why, Ifmens; do you wrong | 
Why doabt my faith ?. O lovely, cruel maid! [me? 
Why wound my tender foul with harſh ſuſpicion ? 
Oh, by thoſe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 
I refther thought nor ſpoke, defign' d nor promis'd, | 
To love, or wed the « queen. — | { 

Iſm. Speak on, my lord, | | 
My honeft-ſoul inclines me to believe thee; ; 
And much 1 fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd 

: these 

Ip. Then thus. I came and ſpake, but ſcarce 

© of. Jovey*” 5 
The eaſy queen receiv'd my faint addreſs : 
With eager hope, and unfuſpicious faith. | 9 
Lycon, with ſeeming joy, diſmiſs'd my a PL - -.-- 
My gen'rous ſoul diſdain'd the mean deceit, 8 
But ſtill deceiv'd her to obey Iſmena. | 

Iſm. Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh, par. 
Pardon the errors of a filly maid, Idon me! 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealouſyʒ 
For ſtill that fear, t "tas jealouſy was love, 
Haſte, then, my lord, and ſave yourſelf by flight. _ 

Hip. Oh! thy dear love ſhall ever be my theme; 
Of that alone I'll talk the live-long day; 

But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 
Tafting the odours of thy fragrant boſom. 
Come, then, to crown me with immortal j Joys, 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight, ä 
Come, haſte wich me to leave this fatal 3 . Do 

The bark before prepar*d:for my departure = ml 
Expec̃ts its freight ; an hundred; iuſty rowers 
Have wav d their finewy arms, and call Hippolitus z 
The looſen'd canvaſs trembles with the wind, 
And. the ſea whitent with auſpicious gales. 5 | 

Ifm. Oh! hafte away, my lord, I go, fly : 5 
Thro' all the dangers of the boift'rous deep: - 
When the wind whiſtles thro' the — 2 s 
When thro the yawning ſhip the foaming fea © 
Rowls bubbling in; then, then PU claſp thee falt,, 
And in tranſporting love forget my fear. | 
Qir! I wild wander thro the Scythian gloomy. 

O'er ice, and hills of everlaſting ſnow ; 

There, when the horrid 2 ſhall incloſe us, 
When the bleak wind ſhall chill iny thiv ring limbs, | 
Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the diſtant ſun, 

And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

Hip. Fx 1. 5 a 3 Nea _ another Jaſons 
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_w_ "Ja my beauteous conqueſt thro? the ads | 
A greater treaſure, and a nohler prize ID 

Than he from Colchos bore. 5 Sleep, _——_ «= Lp 
Ye monſters of the woods, ,on-Ida's.tap. „ 
Secutely: roam; no more my early, r 

: Stiall.wake the lazy day. Tranſporting: love 

: Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its O. ww. 

5 N So, when bright Venus yielded up her: charm. ; x 

EY Ihe bleſt Adonis languiſh'd in her am; 

His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, N 

His arrows, fcatter'd, and his bow unſtrung: 

1 | Obſcure in coverts lie bis dreaming hounds, 7 þ. 

| And bay the fancy'd boar with feeble ſounds; . 

For nobler ſports he quits, the ſavage fields, ö 

And all the hero to the lover yields. Ertunt. 
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4 I 2 © Moree" Lycon Af Cuatds. 9 20 N 
Hs Ty. FEav'n is ar Iaſt ap 485d: the pitying go 35 
* | Have hear d . ay "Ang go ous, | 
5 on his native ille ; for. Phedra lives! y Us 
Reſtor d to Crete, and to herſelf, he lives 3, 371 
Joy" with freſh ſtrenzth iaſpires'} er drooping 
And o'er her faded cheeks ſpreads voly ks * TY 
Enter Phædra, and, four Ladies. uin 
Your charms:to-day. will wound deſpairing crouds, 4 
And giye the pains you , 
The fierce, the brave, ch inſenſihle 1 
Shall p A willing homage to ee n ee 
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And in his turn are Mies c 
Phed. Tis fatty lt.. 4 
Vet When you neee prince, that fiat a | 

.pleaiing; ws Stele 


Tou wiſh. it fo, poor good tary you wiſh-Tt... - 
The fertile re of Qydonia's thine 
Is there augsht elſe ? has happy Phedra:aught 
In the wide circle of her far-ſtretch'd empire? 
Ax, take, my friend, ſecure of no repulſee Py 
Lov-foions Crete, thro”; all her hundred cities, 
) Reſound her Phædra's joy. Let ſorrow ceaſe; 


1 Let none he wretched, none; fince-Phedra' ep, 
1 Enter Meſſenger. 
Say, where's the prince? | 


Neft. He's no When to be bound. 
Pbæd. Perhaps he hunts, © © 


Aa: He hunted not to-day. - age 


 Phedra and Hippolitus. 21 


* Phed. Ha ! have you ſearch'd the walks, the 
'. courts, the temples? | 
Ae. Search's all in vain. | 
Pbæd. Did he not hunt to-day? 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: | 
DES [Exir Met. 
My heart miſgives me. 35 „ 
Tuyc. Then my fears were true. 
Pbæd. * he decelve me ? could that godlike 
<=" wot | 
Deſign kde ruin of a queen that loves? _ 
Oh | he's all truth, his words, his looks, his eyes 
Open to view his inmoſt thought He comes. 
Ha ! who art thou? whence com'ſt thou ? where” s 
Hippolitus! 0 
Enter Meſerger. 
Ms J Madam, Hippolitus with fair Iſmena 
Drove tow'rd the port. | 
Phed. With fair Iſmena ! PR” 
Curſt be her cruel beauty, curſt her charms, . 
Curſt all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe endearments. 
Lyc. A thoufand reaſons croud upon my foul, 
That evidence their love. 
Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted cunning! 
Dull, thou htleſs wretch! 
Phe. i 5 Pains unfelt before | . 
The grief, defpair, the agonies, and pang, 
All the wild fury of diſtracted love, 
Are nought to this Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt paſſion riſe? 
Where did they breathe their fighs ? what ſhady 
| groves, 
What gloomy woods, ednceal's heir hidden loves? 
Alas! they hid it not; the well-pleas'd ſun 
With all his beams. ſurvey'd their guiltleſs flame; 
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs, 
And Ida echo'd their endearing accents. 
While I, the ſhame of nature, hid in darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy air and chearing light, 
Preft down my fighs, and dry'd my falling tears, 


ef 


$earch'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 


Lyc. Now ceaſe that grief, and tet your iet 
love 
Contrive due vengeance; let mjettic Phædra, 


That lov'd the hero, ſacrifice the villain. = 


Then haſte, ſend forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
To ſnatch the traitor from your tival's arms, 


And force him trembling to your awful preſence. | 
Pbæd. O rightly thonght? —— Diſpatch ths - 


tending guards 3 
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; Porhaps | to murder Phædra and her ſon, 


22 e e e, „ 7 
Bid them bring forth their inſtruments of death ; . 
arts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 

And "ee ſwift vengeance. on the ur d . | 

Exit Meſſenger. 

Where oo I, gods? what i is 't my rage commangs? | 

Evin now he's gone; er“ n now the-well-tim'd oars 

With founding mrokes divide the ſparkling waves, 

And happy gales affiſt their ſpeedy flight. 2 

Enter Cratander. 

ww Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order d, 
J met the Princes: and with him fair Iſmena; N 
1 feiz d the prince, who now attends without. 

*"Phed. Haſte, bring him in. "In 
Ic. Be quick and ſeize, Iſmena. [Exit Cretan. | +20 
; Enter Hippolitus, with two. Guards. 

Pbed. Could'ſt thou deceive me? could a fon of 

Theſeus | | 

Stoop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud? 

Nay, act ſuch monſtrous, perfidy, yet ſac | 

F _ promis'd loye? 

» My ſoul difdain'd. a promiſe. 

P od. But yet your falſe equivocating tongue, 
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry mation promis d. 
But you ae ripe in Frapds, and learn d in falhogds. 

barbarous youth! 

Lyc. Too barbargaus, I fear. 2 [Difane, Joe, 
Perhaps e' en now his faRion's up in arms, | 
Since waving crowds roll onwards. tow'rds the par 
And rend the city with tamultuous clamours ! [laces 


And give the crown to him and his Iſmena: 


But T'll prevent it. {[ Exits 2 
I Iſmena.brought in by tuo Gentlemen. 
Phed. What! the kind Iſmena, 5 


That. nurs'd me, watch'd my bekneſs 4 Oh, he 
watch'd me, - 
As rav'ndous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood] - 
Now all the ſplrlts of my godlike race 1 
Enflame my ſo p oul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
God of revenge, ariſe————He comes, he comes 3 
L have it here Now, baſe, perfidious wretch, 
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your. Iſmena ſhall. appeaſe my vengeance. 
Iſmena dies; and thou, her pitying lover, 
Daom'd her to-death---Thou, too, ſhalt ſee her Wer 
See her convulſive pangs, and hear her dying. ng 1 
Go, glut thy eyes with thy ador'd ene SY 
And Jaugh, at dying Phædra. ba 5 124 
Hip. O, Iſmena! _ e e 


o I n. Alas! my tender foul would ſhrink at deaths 
Shake with its fears; and fink beneath! its pains, 
0 In any cauſe but this. But now I'm ſteel'd, 
And the near danger leſſens to my . 
Now, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolitus 
And with an equal joy 1'lt die to fave him. 285 
Hip. O, imperial Phædra, 
Let your rage fall on this devoted head! 
But ſpate, oh! ſpare a guiltleſe virgis's life! 
ö J only promis'd, I alone deceiv'd you; 
And I, and only I, mould feel your juſtice. 
Iſn. Oh! by thofe powers to whom I ſoon muſt. 
anfwer 
For all my faults ; by that bright arch of hiouy* n 
I now laſt ſee, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by ev'ry female art, 8 
Wrought his diſdaining ſoul to falſe compliance. 2 
The ſon of Theſeus could not think of frau; 
"Divas woman all. 
bird. I fee *twas woman all: 
And woman's fraud ſhould meet with \ woman's ven- 
geance, | 
But yet thy courage, wü and Abtue ſhock me: 
A eve ſo warm, fo firm, fo like my own. '_ Po 
Oh ! had the gods ſo pleas'd, had bounteous heav a 2 f 
Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phædra's arms, 
So had I Rood the ſhock of angry fate; 
So had 1 given my life with joy to ſave him. Wes: 
Hip. And can you doom her death? can Mme 3 
daughter IS N 
Condemn this virtue which her foul admires? © | * „ 
Are not you Phædra? once the boaſt of fame, | 
Shame of our ſex, and pattern of your own. _.. 
Pbæd. Am I that Phædra? no; another ſoul 
Informs my alter'd frame. Could elſe Iſmena _. Fr e 
Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve my love? 1 
Aid me, ye gods, ſupport my ſinking glory, 
Reſtore my reafon, and confirm my virtue 
Yet, is my rage unjuſt? then, why was Phadra, - 
Reſcu'd for torment, and preſerv'd for pain? J 
8 Why did you raife me to the hei 7 of joy, SO 
| Abdve the wreck of clouds and, s below. „ . 
To daſh and break me on the gro e ever ?, „ 
a Iſm. Was it not time to urge Hi to compliance, F 
| Atleaſt to feign it, when perfidis: Lycon t 8 
þ | Confin'd his perſon, and conſpir d his death! of mY e 
Phed. Contin'd, and doom d to'death !. e „ EY 
N |  .crueFLycon!' Mr "+ 
Could IRabe doom'd thy death 2 could Oy ts 
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4  Phedre an Heppel, 


Vet thou could'ſt ſee me die without concern, 

Rather than ſave a wretched queen from ruin. 

Oh! think you ſee me on the naked ſhore; 
Thinle how I ſcream and tear my ſcatter d hair; 
Break from th' embraces of my ſhrieking maids, 
And harrow on the ſand my bleeding boſomm 
Then catch with wide-ſtretch'd arms the * 

"hillows, _: :: - 

And headlong plunge into the gaping deep. 

Hip. O diſmal ftate! my bleeding heart relents, 5 

And all my thoughts diſſolve in tender'ſt pity, . 

Phad. If you can pity, oh! refuſe not love; 

But ftoop to rule in Crete, the ſeat of heroes, | 

And nurſery of gods. A hundred cities , *' = | 

Court thee for lord. . 8 \ 

See if he deign to foree an artful Wan . 

Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes. 

Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paſſions fly! a 

Hence from my ſoul "Tis gone, tis fled for every | 
And Heav'n inſpires my thoughts with _— — | 

| VENEgECAncee 
Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my ofter*d love; 3. : 
No more Iſmena ſhall upbraid. my weakneſs. | - 
I. Cate bes Hippolitus' word to ſtab ber ſelf. 
Now, all ye kindred gods, look down and ſee . 
How I'll revenge you, and myſelf, on Phædra. 
Enter Lycon, and ſnatches away the Sword. 
Lyc. Horror on horror! Theſeus is return'd. 1 | f 
„ then what have I to do with 0 
Sans = 

May I be ſnatch'd with winds,by earth o n 
Rather than view the face of injur'd Theſeus. | 

Now wider ſtill my growning horrors ſpread, . | : 

My fame, my virtue, nay, my frenzy's fled : 

Then view thy wretched race, imperial Jove, 

If crimes enrage you, er misfortune's move; 

On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, - 

Me if your anger ſpares, your pity ſhould deſtroy. 

| [Runsofe 


Lye. This 1 may do ſervice yet. 

[Exit Lycon carries off the ſword. 

Hip. Is he return'd? thanks to the pitying t 5 
Jhal I again behold his awful Wii ch \ 
Again be folded in his loving arms? © e 
Yet in the midſt of joy I fear for Phædra; 5 
1 fear bis warmth and unrelenting juſtice. 

Oh! ſhould her raging paſſion reach his ears, 
| His tender love, by anger fr d, 1 7 5 turn 


To burning r 1 N at. 
* ye poet eee 1 Fe 


4 1 hog 


 Phedra and Hippolitus. 25 
O extaſy of joy; he comes! he comes! 
Enter eee e Officer, and Guards. 
Is it my lord? my father! 
Feel his own embraces; 
See all the father in his joyful eyes. 
Where have you been, my lord ? what angry demon 
Hid you from Crete? from me? What god has 
| ſav'd you? 
Did not Philotasf ce you fall! ? oh, anſwer me! 
And then I'll aſk a thouſand queſtions more. 

Theſ. No; but to fave my life I feign'd my death; 
My horſe, and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 
And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houſe, and cur'd my wounds; 
Procur'd a veſſel, and, to bleſs me more, 

- Accompanied my flight 

But this at leiſure» Let me now indulge 

A father's fondneſs ; let me ſnatch thee thus, 

Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, ſuch was I, 
| | Embraces Hippolitus. 

When firſt I faw thy mother, chaſte Camilla; 

And much ſhe loy'd me. Oh! did Phædra view me 

With half that fondneſs !/—But ſhe's ſtill unkind, 

Elſe haſty joy had brought her to theſe arms, 

To welcome me to\ liberty, to life, 

And make that life a mant Lon; my ſon, 

Let us to Phædra. 

Hip. Pardon me, my lord. 

Theſ. F. orget her former treatment; ſhe's too cout | 
Still to perſiſt in hatred to my ſon. 

Hip. Oh! let me fly from Crete from you, 


— 


and Phædra. [ Afede. 
Theſ. My ſon, what means this turn? this ſud- 
den ſtart? | 


Why would you fly from Crete, and from your father ? 
Hip. Not from my father, but from lazy Sen., 3 

To follow e e and acquire renown; 

To quell the monſters that eſcap'd your ſword, 

And make the world canfeſs me Theſeus' ſon. 
Theſ. What can this coldneſs mean? Retire, my 

ſon [Exit Hippolitus. 

While I attend the queen What ſhock is this ? 

Why tremble thus my limbs? why faints my heart? 

Why am I thrill'd with fear, till now unknown? 

Where's now the joy, the extaſy and tranſport, 

That warm'd my ſoul, and urg'd me on to Phedra * 

Oh, had I never lov' 4 her, I'd been bleſt ! 
Sorrow and joy in love alternate reign; 


Sweet is the bliſs, diſtracting is the pain. Sons | 
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length of pain! Feel I ſo oft death's pangs, 
Nor once can find its ehe? 


Pphædra an Hippel Pu. 


A 3 IV: 
Enter Lycon ſolus. 


Tyc. HIS may gain time till all my wealth's 


embark'd 9 


To ward-my foes revenge, and finiſh mine, 

To ſhake that empire which I can't poſſeſs. 
But then the queen—ſhe dies- why let her die; 
Let wide deſtruction ſeize on all together, 


So Lycon live A ſafe triumphant exile, 
Great in diſgrace, and envied in his fall. 
The queen! then try thy art, and work her paſſions. 5 
Enter Phædra and Ladlies. ( 
Draw her to act what moſt her foul abhors, * M 1 
Poſſeſs her whole, and ſpeak thyſelf in Phædra. 
Phaed. Off, let me looſe; why, cruel, barb'rous 

maids, *' ; 
Why am I bar red from death, the common refuge, | 
"That ſpreads its hoſpitable arms for all ? 


Lyc. Would you now die? 
Now quit the field to your inſulting foe ? 
Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted name: 
Ages to come, the univerſe ſhall learn 
"The wide immortal infamy of Phædra: 
And the poor babe, the idol of your foul, 
The lovely image of your dear dead lord, ( 


— 


Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes; 


Shall bear your ſhame, ſhall fink eth your 
faults, 
Inherit your diſgrace, but not your c crown. 
Phead. Muſt he too fall, involv'd in my deſtruc- 
And only live to curſe the name of Phædra? ¶ tion, 
O dear, unhappy babe | 
Gods! cruel gods! can't all my pains atone, 
Unleſs they reach my infant's guiltleſs head? 
O loſt eſtate! Aſſiſt me, Lycon; 
Adviſe, ſpeak comfort to my troubled: ſoul. | 
Lyc. Tis you muſt drive that trouble from your 1 
ſoul ; | 
?Tis you muſt bend your thoughts from hopelefs 1 
love, ; 
And turn their courſe to Theſeus' happy boſom. 
Then with freſh charms adorn your troubled looks, 
Diſplay the beauties firſt inſpir'd his ſoul, 
Sooth with your voice, and woo him with your 
eyes. 
Pfœd. Impoſſible | 
Lyc. Yet you mult ſee him, 


8 ©. 2 
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Hippolitus, oh, he will tell it all 
tion ſeize him. 
With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, 


Deſtrue 


5 And more to blacken, will excuſe your folly; 


223 8 


Falſe tears ſhall wet his unrelenting eyes, 3 
And his glad heart, with artful ſighs ſhall heave, 
'Fhen Theſeus How will indignation ſwell 
His mighty heart? how his majeſtic frame 


Will ſnaks with rage too fierce, too {ſwift for vent? 


While the proud Scythian 


Phed. Curſt be his name! may infamy attend 
May ſwift deſtruction fall upon his head, [him! 


Hurl'd by the hand of thoſe he moſt adores! 


Lyc. By heav'n, prophetic truth inſpires your 
tongue: 
For all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt revenge, mall Theſeus turn on him. 
Phed. Is't poſſible? O, Lycon! O my refuge! 
O good old man ! thou oracle of wiſdom: 
Declare the means, that Phædra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accuſe him firſt.. 
Phed. O heav'ns! accuſe the guiltleſs? 
Lyc, Then be accus d; let Theſeus know your 
crime; 5 
Let laſting infamy o'erwhelm your glory; 33 
Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall. 
Phed. Heav'ns! Theſeus comes. 
Tyc. Declare your laſt reſolves. 
Phed. Do you reſolve, for Phædra can do no- 
thing. | [Exit Phædra. 


Lyc. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love; 


Now raiſe his pity, now enflame his rage; 

kgs his hopes, then quaſh * em with deſpair z 
ork his tumultuous paſſions into phrenzy: 

Unite them all, then turn them on the foe, 


Enter Theſeus. 


T beſ. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phæ- 
Does the ſtill ſhun me? O injurious heavy n! [dra? 
Why did you give me back again to life ? 
Why did you ſave me from the rage of battle, - 
To let me fall by her more fatal natred ? 

Lyc. Her hatred no; ſhe loves you with ſuch. 

fondneſs, + 

As none but that of Theſeus e'er could equal. 
When firſt I told her of your wiſh'd return, 
When the lov'd ſound: of. Theſeus reach'd her ears, 
At that dear name ſhe-rear'd her drooping head; 


Her ſighs were huſh'd, and tears 5: forget to flow. 
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28 Phedra and Hippolitus. = 


Tel. Did my return bring comfort to her fos- 
row ? 
Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely mourner. 
Oh, Iwill kiſs the pearly drops away! 
With other pangs her throbbing heart ſhall beat, 
And all her ſorrows ſhall be loſt in love. 
Lyc. Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard- wil 


paſſion ? 
And ſhall not ſhe with out-ſtretch'd arms receive 
O righteous gods! [him'! 


Why muſt the bleeding heart of Theſeus bear 


Such tort'ring pangs! while Phedra, dead to love, 


Now with accuſing eyes on angry heav'n 
Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the gods 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs. 
Theſ. Wrongs ! is ſhe wrong'd ? and lives he = 
who wrong'd her! ? 
Lyc. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo beloy” d, 
That Phædra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh revenge. 
Theſ. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his 
Phedra ? 


| Gods! ſhall this arm, renown'd for righteous ven- 


geance, 
For quelling tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, 
Now fail ? now firſt, when Phædra's injur'd, fail? © 
O let us hate. I come, I fly, O Phædra! 
Lead on, Now, dark diſturber of my peace, 
If now thou'rt known, what luxury of vengeance ! 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. 
: Lyc. Oh! I conjure you, ſtay, 
As you reſpect your peace, your life, your glory ; 
By all your love, by Phædra's ſorrows, ſtay. 
Theſ. Where lies the danger? wherefore ſhould 


J ſtay ? 
Lyc. Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her 
Renew tie galling image of her wrongs, [ ſoul, 


And all your fon would ftrike her from your eycs. 
Theſ. My ſon! But he's too good, too brave 
to wrong her, 
Whence, then, that ſhocking change, that Dow 
ſurprize, 
That fright that ſeiz'd him at the name of Phzdra? 
Lyc. Was he ſurpriz'd? That ſhew'd, at leaſt, 
remorſe. 
Thefſ. Remorſe! for what! ? By heay'ns, my trou- 
bled thoughts 
Preſage ſome dire attempts,-Say, what remorſe | ? 
Lyc. I would not—yet I muſt: this you command; 
This Phædra orders; thrice her fault'ring tongue 
Bad me unfold the e ſcene to Theſows 3 3 


Phedre and Hippoli tus. 29 
Thrice with loud cries recall'd me on my way, : 
And blam'd my ſpeed, and chid my raſh obedience. 
At laft, with looks. ſerenely ſad, the cried, 
Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful words, 
Such tender e and ſuch melting ſounds, 
As may appeaſe his rage, and move his pity; 
As may incline him to forgive his ſon 
A grievous fault, but ſtill a fault of love. 
Theſ. Of love! What ſtrange ſuſpicions rack my 
As you regard my peace, declare what love! { ſoul! 4 
Lyc. Thus urg'd, I muſt declare. Yet, pitying. 
Hearn! 
Why muſt I ſpeak ? why muſt b Lycon 
Accuſe the prince of impious love to Phædra? 
| Theſ. Love to his mother! to the wife of Theſeus! 
Lyc. Ves; at the moment firſt he view' de her eyes, 
E'en at the altar, when you join'd your hands, 
His eaſy heart receiv'd the guilty flame, 
And from that time he preſt her with his paſſion. 
Theſ. Then 'twas for.this.ſhe baniſh'd him from: 
Crete; | 
I thought it hatred all. O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur'd Phædra, 
That I in fecret have condeman'd thy juſtice. 
Oh ! *twas all juſt, and Theſeus ſhall revenge, 
E'en on his ſon, revenge his Phædra's wrongs. 
Lyc. What eaſy tools are theſe blunt honeſt heroes, 
Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook, 
Prevent the bait the ſtateſman's art ore 
And poſt to ruin- [ Afidee. 
Tbeſ. Ha! am I. ſure ſhe's wrong'd! ? Perhaps 
*tis malice; 
Slave, make it clear, make good your accuſation. 
Or treble fury ſhall revenge my ſon. 
Lyc. Am I then doubted? can Phædra or your Ly- 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable falſhoods? con- 
Tbeſ. Speak, make thy proofs, and then his. 
doom's as fixt, 
As when Jove nods, and high Olympus ſhakes, 
And fate his voice obeys. 
Lyc. Yet ſtay; bear witneſs, heav'n!” 
[ Fetches a ſwords. 
With what reluctance I produce this ſword, 
This fatal proof againſt th' unhappy prince, 
Left it ſhould work your juſtice to his ruin, 
And prove he aim'd at force as well.as inceſt. 
Theſ. Gods! *tis alluſion all! 
Lyc. Had you this morn behe! his ardent eyes,, 
Seen 2 arm lock d in her diſhevell' d dei 
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8 Phedra and Hippolitus. 


That weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling boſom, - 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcreams refus'd his | impious love, 
Entreating death, and riſing to the wound! 


Had you ſeen this, you could not doubt her truth. 


Theſ. Oh, impious monſter ! Oh, forgive me, 
Phædra 
And may the gods inſpire my injur'd ſoul 
With equal vengeance that may ſuit his crimes. 
Lyc. For Phzdra's ſake forbear to talk of ven- 
geance ; 
That with new pains would wound her tender breaſt. 


te him away from Crete, and by his abſence 


Give Phædra quiet, and afford him merey. 
Ibeſ. Mercy! what's that? a virtue coin'd by 
Villains. | 
Be mute, and fly, leſt when my rage is rous'd,/ 
Thou for thyſelf in vain implore my mercy. 
Lyc. Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou 


More than I do the juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. | doſt, 


Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 
Receive the due reward of haughty virtue; 
Now boaſt thy race, and laugh at earth-born Ly- 
con. [ Afide, and exit. 
Enter Hippolitus. 

Theſ. Vet can it be? —Is this th' inceſtuous villain? 
Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted form, 
That I might a& my juſtice without grief, 

Puniſh thie villain, nor regret the ſon ? - 

Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret care 
Broods in your breaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
Why dart your awful eyes thoſe angry beams, 

And fright Hippolitus they us'd to chear? | 

Theſ. Anſwer me firſt. When call'd to wait on 

Phedra, 
What ſudden fear ſurpriz'd your troubled ſoul ? 
Why did your ebbing blood forſake your cheeks ? 
Why did you haften from your father's arms, 
To ſhun the queen your duty bids you pleaſe ? 
Hip. My lord, to pleaſe the queen I'm forc'd to 
ſhun her, 
And keep this hated object from her fight. 

Theſ. Say, what” E the cauſe of her invet'rate 

'__ © hatred? 

Hip. My lord, as yet I never gave her cauſe. 

J beſ. When laſt did you attend her ? 

Hip. When laſt attend her- O unhappy 3 
Your error's known, 125 I diſdain to wrong you. 

Ke 
When laſt attend her? EK 
"5 Anſwer me ara 


' Photro and Hippolitug:' . 31 


Nor dare to trifle with your gather age. | 
Hip. My lord, this very morn I ſaw the queen. 
Theſ. What paſt ? 

Hip. I aſk'd permiſſion to retire. 
Theſ. And was that all? 
Hip. My lord, I humbly beg, 

With the moſt bow ſubmiſſion, aſk no more. 

Thef. Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me more. 
Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, withous my 
telling ; 

And the poor queen's betray'd, and loft for ever. 

[ Aſides 
Theſ. He changes, gods ! and faulters at the 
queſtion. 

His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. 

[ Aſides 
Hip. Why do you frown, my lord? why turn away, 

As from ſome loathſome monſter, not your ſon? 
'Theſ. Thou art that monſter, and no more my ſon. 

Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid form, 

Of which my hand has eas'd the burthen'd earth, 

Was half ſo ſhocking to my fight as thou. 

Hip. Where am I, gods? is that my father The- 

Am f Hippolitus ? [ ſeus ? 


Theſ. Thou art that fiend.— Thou art Hippolitus, 


Thou art.—O fall! O fatal ftain to honour! 
How had my vain imagination form'd thee ? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſt, 
Sometimes it led me thro' the maze of war; 
There it ſurvey'd thee ranging thro” the field, 
Mowing down troops, and dealing out deſtruction. 
While you | 
Hip. With all my father's foul inſpir'd, 
Burnt with impatient thirſt of early honour, 
To hunt thro' bloody fields the chace of glory, 
And bleſs your age with trophies like your own. 
Gods, how that *warm'd me! how my throbbing 
Leapt to the image of my father's joy, [heart 
When you ſhould train me in your folding arms, 
And with kind raptures, cry, Go on, Hippolitus. 
Ga tread the rugged paths of daring honour 
Practice all the ſtricteſt and auſtereſt virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos: 
Theſeus, thy father Theſeus will reward thee. 


Theſ. Reward thee !——Yes; as Minos would 


reward thee. 
Was Minos, then, thy pattern? and did Minos, 
The great, the good, the juſt, the righteous eh 
Did he inſpire adultery, force, and inceſt} * 
wh Amazement ! inceſt ! 
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Phedra and Hippolitus. 
Tbeſ. Inceſt with Phædra, with thy mother 

Phædra. 
Hip. This charge ſo unexpected, ſo amazing) 
So new, ſo ſtrange, . impoſſible to thought, on 
Stuns my aſtoniſh'd ſoul, and ties my voice. 
Theſ. Then let this wake thee, this once-glo- 
_ rious ſword, 
With which thy father arm'd thy infant hand, 
Not for this purpoſe. O abandon'd flave! 
O early villain! moſt detefted coward ! 
With this my inſtrument of youthful, glory! 
With this t' invade the ſpotleſs Phædra's honour! 
Phedra, my life, my better half, my queen! 
That very Phædra, for whoſe juſt defence 
The gods would claim thy ſword, 
Hip. Amazement! death! 1. 
Heavens! durſt Iraiſe thefar-fam'd ſword of Thefeus 


Againſt his queen, againſt my mother's boſom? 
Theſ. If not, declare when, where, and how you. 


| loſt it ? 
How Phædra gain'd it?—0 all ye gods! he's ſilent. 
Why was it bar'd ? whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowing.cheeks,. 
Thy hand, heart,eyes? O villain! monſtrous villain! 


Hip. Is there no way 
To clear my honour, yet. preſerve my Faith ? 


FF break thro” all; ; 
All oaths, all {Hep all. idle imprecations 
Fll give them to the winds. Hear me, my lord; 
Hear your wrong*d ſon. The ſword—O fatal vow! 
Vet hear me, father: May the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curſes on this wretched head; 
Oh, may they doom me 

Theſ. Ves, the gods will doom thee. 
The IF the ſword. Nov ſwear, and call te 


•V) witneſs. 
Heav'n, hell, and earth, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath ſuch complicated guilt. 

Hip. Was: that like guilt, when with expanded 

I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd return? 
Does this appear like guilt, when thus ſerene, 
With eyes erect, and viſage unappall'd, 
Fixt on that fed face, I ſtand the chaige, 
Amaz'd, not fearing? _.. 
Muſt I not ſpeak? Then ſay, unerring Heav' 88 
Why was I born with ſuch a thirſt of glory ? 
Why did this morning dawn to my diſhonour? 
Why did not pitying fate with ready death. 
Prevent the guilty day ? | 

T, * ee indeed [ 
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Phædra and Hippolitus. 33 
F'en at the time you heard your father's deati:, 
Then to my bed to force your impious way; | : 
Make me the fcorn of hell, and ſport for fiends ! 
Theſe are the fun'ral honours paid to Theſeus ; 
Theſe are the ſorrows, theſe the hallow'd rites, 
To which you'd call your father's hoy'ring ſpirit. 
| Enter Iſmena. 
Iſm. Hear me, my lord, ere yet you fix his 
doom: Turning to Theſ. 


Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd honour, 


And guard his life with hazard of her own. 

Theſ. Tho“ thou'rt the daughter of my, hated foe, 
Yet juſtice bids me hear thee. 

Iſm. Thus I thank you. [ Kneels. 
Then know, miſtaken prince, his honeſt ſoul ; 
Could ne'er be ſway'd by impious love to Phædra, "4 
Since I before engag'd his early vows. _ | 

Tbeſ. Speak, is this true? on thy obediece, ſpeak. 

Hip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous truth; 1 
Againſt her will, I lov'd the fair Iſmena. ſown. 

- Theſ. Canſt thou be only clear'd by diſobedience, + 
And juſtified by crimes ? What, love my foe! 
I'm curſt each moment I delay thy fate. 
Haſte to the ſhades; go tell applauding Minos 
The pious love you bore his daughter Phædra; 
Tell it the chatt'ring ghoſts, and hiffing furies ; 
Tell it the grinning fiends, till hell ſound nothing 
To thy pleas'd ears but Phædra, thy mother Phedra! 
Here, guards. Po 
Enter Cratander and Guards. 
Seize him, Cratander; take this guilty ſword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it ated, | 
And bid him die, at leaſt, like Theſeus' ſon. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 

Hip. Heav'ns! how that ſtrikes me! how it 

wounds my ſoul, 

To think of your unutterable ſorrows, 
When you ſhall find Hippolitus was guiltleſs! _ 
Yet, when you know the innocence you doom'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your ſon's unhappy fate, 
Oh, I beſeech you by the love you bore me, 
With my laſt words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh, for my ſake forbear to touch your life, 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus ! 

Theſ. O all ye gods! how this enflames my fury. 
I ſcarce can hold my rage ; my eager hands | 
Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd Theſeus, 
Blot not thy fame with ſuch a monſter's blood. 


Snatch him away. 


Hip. Lead on. Fare wel, Iſmena. [ Exit guarded. 
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34 FPhedra and Hippolitus. 
Iſm:' Oh! take me with him, let me ſhare his 

O awful Theſeus! yet revoke his doom. _ [ fates 
Theſ. Slaves, villains, drag her away. nk. 
Iſm. O Theſeus! hear me, hear me. 

Oh, let me ſtay ! I'll tell you all. 
Theſ. Too well I know the truth; _ . 

What cou'd ſhe tell me but fictitious art, 


By women's art deriv'd to turn the courſe 
Of juſtice from a wretch, whoſe death both gods 


And men demand of Theſeus. | [ Exeunts 
A C4 
Enter Phædra and Lycon. Po 
Tyc. \ CCUSE yourſelf! on my knees I beg 
you ; | 


5 
By all the gods, recal the fatal meſſage. 
Heav'ns! will you ſtand the dreaded rage of. 
. Theſeus ? | | 
And brand your fame, and work your own deſtruc- 
tion ? | 
Phed. By thee I'm branded, and by thee de- 
ſtroy'd; ; | 
Thou boſom ſerpent, thou alluring fiend! 
Yet ſhan't you boaſt the miſeries you cauſe, \_ 
Nor *ſcape the ruin you have brought on all. 
Lyc. Was it not your command? has faithful 
Lycon | | 
E'erſpoke, e*er thought, without the queen's con- 
ſent? N 
Oh! *twas ſo blaek a charge, my tongue recoil'd 
At its own ſound, and horror ſhook my 1oul ! 
Yet ſtill, tho” pierc'd with ſuch amazing anguiſh, 
Such was my zeal, ſo much J lov'd my queen, 
I broke thro” all, to ſave the life of Phædra. 
* Phed. What's life! O all ye gods! can life atone 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which 'tis baught? 
Or can I live, when thou, O ſoul of honour ! 
O eatly hero ! by my crimes art ruin'd ? 
Perhaps e'en now the great unhappy youth 
Falls by the ſordid hands of butchering villains z 
Now, now he bleeds, he dies ! 
Hear, monſter, hear, | | | 
With his laſt breath he curſes perjur'd Phædra; 
He ſummons Phedra to the bar of Minos: 
Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee. 
Whole hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff ring Phædra 
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Pbædra and Hippolitus. 35 
Shall'find ſome eaſe, to ſee thee ſtill more wretched, 
Lye. O all ye pow'rs! O Phædra! hear me, 
hear me 
By theſe old wither'd limbs and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears — O heav'ns, the minds me not! 
She hears not my complaints. O wretched Lycon! 
To what art thou reſerv'd ! 
- Phed. Reſerv'd to all 
The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt pains that earth can furniſh, 
To all I wiſh—on Phezdra—Guards, ſecure him. 
| Enter Guards. Lycon carried 0 
Ha, Theſeus — Gods! my freezing blood conigeals, 
And all my thoughts, deſigns, and words are loſt, 
Enter Theſeus. 
Theſ. Doſt thou at laſt repent ? O lovely Phedral 
At laſt with equal ardor meet my vows ? 
 Phed. Stand off; CUI me, touch me not; 
fly hence, 
Far as the diſtant ſkies, or Jr centre. 
Thef. Amazement ! death! Ye gods, who guide 
the world, 
What can this mean? 
Did 1 for this obey my Phædra's call, 
And fly with trembling haſte to meet her arms? 
And am] thus receiv'd? O cruel Phædra! 
Phad. Off, or I fly for ever from thy fight. 
Shall I Embrace the father of Hippolitus ? 
T; bef. Forget the villain ; drive him from your 
ſoul. 
O ſlave ! to wrong ſuch purity as thine ; 
Such dazzling brightneſs, ſuch exalted virtue, 
Phed. Virtue ! all-ſeeing gods, ye know my 
virtue. | 
Muſt J ſupport all this? O righteous Heav'n ! 
Can't I yet ſpeak ? Reproach I could have borne, 
Pointed his ſatire's ſtings, and edg'd his rage : 
But to be praig'd—— Now, Minos, I defy thee ; 
Een all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
Stones, furies, wheels, are ſlight to what I ſuffer, 
And hell itſelf's relief. | | 
_ Theſ. What's hell to thee ? 4 
Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, _ 
They're waſh'd already in the villain's bloody - 
The very ſword, his inſtrument of horror, 
 Hath done thee juſtice. N . 
| Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Alas! my lord, BO, 
Fre this the prince is dead. I ſaw Cratander 
Give him a ſword ; I ſaw him boldly takeiit, 


(er 


„ 
Ws 


-Y 


9 
Fr — 
N 
be 2 
1 
— + 
1 
me 
5 
* 
. 
4 
_ 
* * 
70 
7 
7 
bi * 2 
2 4 
= * . 
3 
„ 
1 
= 
'£ 
wt 
ier 
Q * N 
4 
+ 
* 
- 7 1 
v2 x 
E 
2 
L A 
— 
3 
3 
. 
FF 
3 
< 
3 
3 
Z 4 
2 
0 ry 
g >. 
F 
1 1 
SJ 
38 
14 
. 
IF - 
1 
4 * 
. 
3: 
*$) 
W ©: 
A 1 
? 
05-7 
.F 
= - 
£ . 
1 
44 
45 
P 
.EF 
\ 1 1 
= 
E 
” =_ * 
1 
k +4 
_ g * 
v 4 5 
= x 1 [3 
3 * 
1 
7 = * 
+ BH x 
Je 
1 
f 
9 
2 
7 
4 


—_ . 


— 2 
n 


8 Y : - 
- — — 


* 


oy , 

' 28-7 
Ft 
4 z 9 

E — 
1 
S " i» : 
co * 


1 
, 
; 
5 


£ 
r 


g ——— REA oct Gus "ren 8 
_—_— y % 


n. 


„„ 
— bh E : bs. me 
4 AO £ — 
** . I Si nn AP Earle dhe re.s los i 
n 


Nr 
» 


v3 ew — 


Hg 


= * ' Pacd: F 
DP 5 
— 1 


W 7 
rr 


8 


3 ' 


PPP a 
* ” „ 


8 * — 
— 0 TINS . * $ * 2 Is 
a . e > mn 
rer 
of 2 . : A 


7 — Ages » . e . p 
— ' 1 * —_ * * 
* pena ů— re "a * 
— k 5 a RG Sa. WEL D e, 
4 8 * * . 4 


2 
. * 


36 | g Phedra and Hippolitus. 


Rear it on high, and point it to his breaſt. 


With fteady hands, and with diſdainful looks, 


As one that fear'd not death, but ſcorn'd to die, 


And not in battle A Tock clamour follow d; 
And the ſurrounding ſoldiers hid from Aght, 


But all pronounced him dead. 


Phed, Is he then dead ? | 
Theſ. Yes, yes, he's dead; and dead bs my com- 
mand. 
And in this dreadful act of mournful juſtice 
I'm more renown'd than in my dear- bought laurels. 
 Phed. Thou'rt renown'd indeed * happy 
Theſeus!. 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phædra! 
Haſte then, let's join our well-met hands together, 
Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To ſhew a pair ſo eminently wretched. 
Theſ. Wretched! for what? for what the world | 
muſt praiſe me; 


For what the nation ſhall adore my juſtice, 


A villain's death. 
Phed. Hippolitus a villain! 
Oh, he was all his godlike fire could wiſh, 
The pride of Theſeus, and the hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveſt of his godlike race 
Tread with ſuch early hopes the paths of honour. 
Theſ. What can this mean? declare ambiguous 
Phedra, 
Why is a villain, with arm paſſion, 
Accus'd and prais'd, deteſted and deplor'd ? 
Phæd. Canſt thou not gueſs? 5 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious paſſions ? 
In all the wild diſorders of my ſoul ? 
Couldſt thou not ſee it in the noble warmth 
That urg'd the darling youth to acts of honour ? 
Could not perceive it in the chaſte reſerve, 
In every word and look, each godlike act, 
Could thou not ſee Hippolicus was uiltleſs] ? 
Theſ. Guiltleſs ! O all ye gods! what can this 
mean ? 
Phead. Mean! that the guilt is mine; that vir- 
tuous Phedra, 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme, 
With beſtial paſſion woo'd your loathing ſon, 
And when deny'd, with impious accuſation 
Sullied the luſtre of his ſhining honour ; 
Of my own crimes accus'd the faultleſs youth, 
And with enſnaring wiles deſtroy'd that virtue 
J tried in vain to ſhake. 
Tbeſ. Is he, then, guiltleſs ? 
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Guittleſs? Then what” art thoy | F. and oh, ** . 
e ö oy, 
What a deteſted parricide i is Theſeus! 1 
Pbæd. What am 1? what indeed, but one more 
„ | 
Than earth or helf c'er bonds; 0 impious Lycon, 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung'd me! 

- Thef. Lycon Here, eee moſt aban- 
55 don'd-viilain! + < 
Secure him, ſgize him, drag him piecemeal hither, 3 

Eiter Guard. =. 
Cu. Who has, my lord, incurr d your high. 
d ſpleaſure? Si : 
Theſ. What can it be, ye 2olls; but perjur*d Lycon! 
Who can inſpire ſuch ſtorms of rage, but Lycon? 

Where has my ſword left one ſo black, but Lycon Þ 

Where, wretched Theſeus! in thy bed and heart, 

The very darling of my ſoul and eyes. 

O beauteons fiend ! But fruſt not to my form. 

| Inceſtuous fury! execrable murd'reſs 

Is there revenge on earth, or pair in hell, 

Can art invent, or boiling rage ſuggeſt, 

Eben endleſs torture, which- thou ſhalt not ſuffer? 
Pbæ d. And is tl ce aught on earth I would not 

ſuffer? 

Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crinjes, 

Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy youth, 

From any hands but mine; t' avenge chy fate . 

I'd court the fierceſt pains, 

Aud Phædra's ſuff rings ſhauld atogę for übe: 

Een now I fall a victim to thy w 2%; | 
E*en now a fatal draught works out my foul; 

Een now it curdles in my ſhtinking veins. 
The lazy blood, and freezes'at my heart. 


Lycon brought in. | 
Thi. Haſt thou ſcap's my wrath ?. vet, i im- 
pious Lycon, 
On thee I'll empty all my ; hoard of vengeance, 
And glut my boundleſs rage. 
x Lyc. O mercy, mercy! 
Theſe. Such thou ſhalt find As thy. del deeds 
. deſerve, - . * 
Lyc. Give 67 but life, and make that life moſs 
. wretche = 
7225 Drag bin to an the torments. po” can 
farniſh ; ; 
Let him be rack” 3 ade! imp al'd above 
Then let, the. ages eg en, Fab on eh, 8 


£ > 
; > 2 # 7» 
— 77 


38  Phadrd and Hippolitus. 


Grin o'er the ſhouting eons ang Slut their ven- N 


geance. 
Hence! away! ‚ 4 Lycon * of. 
And is this all? and art thou now ape „ 


Will chis atone for poor Hippolitus? ? „ 


O ungorg'd appetite! O rav' nous thirſt 
Of 2 ſon's blood ! What, not a day, a moment? 
.Phed. A day, a moment! Oh, thou ſhould have 
Years, ages, all the round of circling time, [ ſaid | 
Ere touch the life of that conſummate youth. 
. Theſ.. And yet with joy I flew to Bis deſtructiog, 
Boaſted his fate, and triumph'd in his ruin. 
"Not this I promis'd to his dying mother, 
When in her mortal pangs ſhe Gghing gave me 
* 5 laſt cold kiſſes from her trembling lips; 
Her laſt words now falt' ring from her tongue, 
Implor'd my goodneſs to her lovely ſon, 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas! deſcends 
An early viẽtim to the lazy ſhades, 
(O heav'n and earth!) by Theſeus doom'd, de- 
ſcends. 
Pbæd. He's doom'd by Theſeus, but accus'd by 
Phedra 
By Phædra's madneſs, and by Lycon' s hatred. 
Yet with my life I expiate my phrenzy, 
_—_ ie for thee my headlong rage deſtroy'd. 
Theſ. J too muſt die; 
I too muſt once more ſee the burning ſhore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, | 
Whence no Alcides will releaſe me 20w. : 
Phed. Then why this ſtay? Come on; let's 
__ "plunge together. | . 
Zee, hell ſets wide its adamantine gates; 3 
Hear, hear the ſtunning harmonies of woe, 
The din of rattling chains, of clafhing whips, - 
Of groans, or toud complaints, of ptercing ſhrieks, 
That wide thro' all its gloomy world refound ! 
How huge Megara ftalks! what ſtreaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes! what ſerpents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and hiſs around her head! 
Now, now the drags me to the bar of Minos! 
See how the aweful judges of the dead 
Look ſtedfaſt hate, and horrible giſmay? 
See, Minos turns away his loathing eyes. 
O all ye gods! 
What, Lycon here! O execrable villain ! 
Then am I ſtill on earth? By bell I am, 
A fury now, a fcourge pteſerv'd for Lycon. 
Zee; the juſt deings offer to my vengeance 
That | impious Rave. News 2 for 2 1 


FC 


To thee I make libation of my blood. 1 


Phedra and Hippolitus. 39 
Thanks, Heaven, 'tis here. I'll ſtrike it to his 
heart. FM; Baking The gus for 8 of- 
ers to tab him. 
My lord! O equal Heav'n! N : 
Muſt each portentous moment riſe in crimes, - ES 


And ſallying Hife go off in parricide? 
This glimpſe of reaſon ſome indulgent god 


Hath granted me to cloſe the ſcene of guilt, + -þ 
Then truſt not thy flow drugs. —Thus, ſure of death, 


Compleat thy horrors— And if this ſuffice not, 


Thou, Minos, do the reſt. |  [Seabs herſelf. 
Tbeſ. Deſp'rate to the laſt—in ev ry paſſion fu- 
Phed. I aſk not, [rious. 


Nor do I hope from thee forgivenets, Theſeus; 
But yet, amidſt my crimes, remember ſtill, 
at my offence was not my nature's fault. 
The wrath of Venus, wikeh purſues our race, 
Firſt kindled in my breaſt thoſe gullty fires. 
Reſiſtleſs goddeſs, I-confefs thy pow'r ; 


% 


Venus avert thy hate—may wretched Phedra 


| Prove the laſt victim of her fated line. Dies. | 


Theſ. She's dead! 
And now earth bears not ſuch a wretch a8 Theleus. | 
How, then, to drag a wretched life beneath | 
An endleſs round of ſtill-returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorfe! 


I 


. torment's this: — Therefore, O greatly. 


thought! . - 
Therefore = juſtice on thyſelf, and live; | 
Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. Fae 
Iſmena too——Nay, then, avenging Heav'n 
- Iſmena enters. 
Has vented all its rage. O wretched maid} - 
Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging grief! 
Why thus recal to my afflicted ſoul , 
'The ſad remembrance of my godlike ſon, 
Of that dear youth my cruelty has murder'd ? 
O gods, your reddeſt bolts of fire | 
Had dealt leſs torment to my ſuff'ring frame 
Than that deſtructive word hath siven my heart. 
Life yields beneath the ſound. 
Enter Hippolitys. 

Hip. Revive, Iſmena: 
Return to light, to happineſs and love. 
See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for the. I 


15 . Hippolitus ! 
e. Stand off, . let me fly into bis inane 


3 40; Pbalra and - Hippolitus. 
. Speak, for, what 20d, what miracle preſeyv'd thee ? 
Didſt thou not figs thy father's cruel preſents 
| | My ſword, into thy breaſt 7 PTC. 

788 Bs Hip. I aim'd it chere, | 8 
. Bat turn' dit from myſelf, and flew Cratander; 
The guards, not truſted with his fatal orders, 
. Granted my with, and brought me to, the king. 
I fear'd not death, but could not bear the- thought 
Of Theſeus' ſorrow, and Iſmena's loſs; | 
+8 Therefore I baſten'd to your royal preſence, 
Here to receive my doom. 
x: _ The. Be this thy doom, 
To live for ever in lſmens's arms. 
Co, . heay'nly pair, and with your Arbe virtues, | 
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love, 
Amaze and charm mankind; and rule that empire,, 
; For which, in vain, your rival fathers raed 
; Hip. O, extaſy of bliſs? 
Am I poſſeſs 'd at laſt of my Iſmena! 2 
Vet there's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 
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=. For the diſaſtrous fate of hapleſs Phædra! 
4 Fbeſ. Depp was her anguiſn; for the wrongs the. 
A did you. N 
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She choſe to die, and in her deagh deplorY” , 


Your fate, and not her own. 
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by 
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to * Hip. Unhappy Phædra! 
3 | Tbeſ. But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our 
| (3 7. thepke - | 1 ** 


: For all the wonders in our oe vrought; 231 1 
That Heav' n, whole mercy reſcu'd_erring T heſeus. 

Fiom execrable crimes, and endleſs woes. 
Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world: 
With equal poize let ſteady juſtice fway, * 7 
nd ftagrantcrimes with certain vengeance pay, > 


: Baut till the proofs are clear, the ſtroke delay. N 
Eaeunt emacs. , 
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